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In the written drams thers 8 Do mys-

=N 2886, AT THE TIIE FE FQRIMNED

FROMA PHOTOGRAFI N~

tery greater than the mystery of the heart

of Hamlet.
Here we have the greatest Hemlet of
modern times laylng bare to us the un-

in his grave, and he

was 60 when he died: his honors have

been reaped and winnowed, and the clear

golden xralns of his fame a= a iragic
ble man remain.

th the Booth of his

later mellowed and heavily laurcied years

with the flery, mag-

not fully s=lf-

vigor of his fresh manhood. in his thir-
tieth year, suceessful s an actor, the
direct inheritor of his great father's fame.

A crushing blow had fallen upon him,
not compatable in itsa message of woe per-
haps with the dread disaster that came
two years later, when Abraham Lincoln
fell under the pistol of hia brother, John
Wilkes Booth; but how it reached down
10 the very depths of the nature of this
young Hamlet may be seen.

Mary Devlin, the devoted, charming
wife of scant three years, lay dead In
Dorchester, Mass., with Edwin away In
New York, though her child, Edwina, a
vear and & half old, was with her,

Edwin's woolng of the lovely Mary, who
had beem an actresa, was an idyl; her
death took om the notes of tragedy:

0, dear Ophella. I am 11l at these numbers; 1
have mot art to reckom my groans, but that I
love thes best. O moet best, belleve It Adleu.

This heart cry seéms to run through
cil that follows, sithough no suspicion of
a histrionic side to his grief and his more
bLitter self-reproach is

apparent.
He quotes but rarely; be is {1l and suffers, |

“1 love thee beat, O, most best, belleve 1"

the Awthors’ Club and given to the club
by the late Richard Heary Btoddard short-
1y before his death.
LETTERS TO THE STODDARDS.

Of all the rare things belonging to the
Bloddard collection none are so reverently
guarded as these time-womn lotters.

The letters were written daily and

" “oftensr by Booth to Richard Henry or
toddard.

‘Hisabeth B

Hitberto unpublished becauss of thelr
most person] and Intlmate character, the
material Ia now loosed to Mierature by the
death of the last member that memorable
three,

The letters may no longer be regarded
% sacred to the correspondents, but as a
rich legmey to the public which gave
to all thres & beautiful devotion and =n
unfelgned admiration.

The coliection includes but s single let-
ter of Btoddard'm snd that was written
under the painfullest circumstance. There
are years of letters from Booth and the

“Edwin" throw marvelous side light up-
on a charmoter. daxslingly fluminated by

Over the Btoddard slde of the story
some yet unfolded mvstery hangs
Here was warm and Intimats friendship

suddenly snapped.
The wreck of It ls mentioned in the oply
Btoddard letter in the coll ow or

terture _patience,_Jove and remores,
is ;. baked, fn these ptruined lines
of Abandon, writtest By Booth
“in a very delirtum of serrow.

- The Sret of the jetters was written the
week after Mary Devilp's death. Com-

LEDWIN BOOTH, AS HE. APPEARED

B PHRTNERSHIP WI'TF
ZAWRENCE BARRELT

TFE COLLE CTZoN

OF W W NESBIT RICHARD,

ZZENRY
STODPARD.

BUT I FAVE'
THAT WI'TEIY,
WHICH FRSSETH
SHOW
THESE, BUT THE
[BHAFFIINGS ZND
PUTT,S OF WoEr.”
HEMLET,

FRO[7 THE

COZLECTION
OFLFEFD
2RSS [ZHARY DEVIIY BoOTH < BECHS.

Hi» ngony is belrlywd.. but not as it 18 | her out "here thix mumning (f that's the case. | that feerful eqpacity for morb!d self-tor-
later—desperately, madly, Why_ is. 1t;.'1i wender, tbut nelther they (ke | mentings which was hie.

In that first letter he speaks of the im- ﬂ:" :h‘j I“;"“md to, b 80 full of Mollis) ‘;{ When he prejects himself thus into o
mediate cltcumstances of her death. Cer- | "Uor SIS B 08 B 1:];’? ho;':'f‘: :’l'):‘_‘;'-m“t’h:u heil so palnstakingly snd elaborately made
tain *d—d good natured friends" had €87 |, 0"y Ty not heve anything in the way by bimsalf fir himself. we may be sall
ried certaln disturbing storle® to heh | or mock sympathy forced from any eone. I | 1o Witnets the very exireme of luxurious
which, in her enfazebled coudition, Boolth | spenik more in relation to the girls than F—. | Woe: i i
beliaved had killed her. ¥ the bye, you spoke of a plece he had writ- H18 LOVE FOR MARY DEVLIN,

Booth's bitterness is painful enough |ten for cne of the yopers; you did not send | Jfareh 11, 1563—Dear ‘Lisbeth: 1 fancy—I
without inquiring too closely into {ts | M€ thal. Why not? 1 wish to gather &nd pre- | poge it s but feney—thet vou are a llitle an-
e, - B T har o e | i e, L et e o S

. i, aat rill of eleciricity ar c alter slmply. I su I am more than uspal-

II‘:- at first d[scu?seﬂ.'cn.lmlj.- the ;nosl think {t nothing more) Fad anything to do With | 1y senaltive fust n;;l::u o e
}ﬂr:l;l hm:tar:li hl‘-‘.lu ‘;]?:dz:’;-‘_e;r':.m;: the depnited? No. I do mot think that Mury | mg a letter from Dick, with your poem. You
0 . bu ¥ 8 = X o has yet, or ever will to mwe, make herself man- | know how 1 fud of things. What I llke I
gives plice to an abandon of grief. ifeet. 1 don't think I'm worthy of ft. I ihink | iike, be It grent cr Hetie  1n my pbor fuds-

He' tells of handling her “‘things," of |she :‘5. abandoned me forever ® ¢ * I must | ment, therefore, 1 must 38y you haye ehown
putting them away, of the value to him | sée Eliealieth's poem on Mollle, Won't you | more thought than Parsons, * * * although
of the least of the articles that she has :‘ﬂf’l:';m::‘#?_l{.f"f‘hg- M"-'d' alen I"m ¥ery | 1 fancy his may be the more takine with the
touched; of the finding of their marriage 4 tritiess to-day and must give you | mpes because It haa o greetsr fingle, 1 thi
certificate 10 which he had tied the key (Oni¥ A few hasty lines In acknowledgment of | true critiplsm?

the consoling one you sent me yerterday. Only it -
of her coffin. ! ? g Dan't be alarmed for me, 'Lisbeth, I am
He pins to paper all the morbld horror :,';If‘;l': “ﬁ!""‘g‘l" ":"",“’ 0ut to mest company At | wyre that when I get to work sgain I shall bs
of his mind. Chix world Whore' sculs are formed. of muud an | A01¢ 10 look calmly back on things that were,
7uls are formed of mud a% | non wish them present. Already 1 begin to fesl

IN THE ROLE OF PATHER. well ‘aa thelr bodles? I think so. 1 have de- vkt 5
My child should be o solace to me—but she, | clined an Invitation to mest the W—a and ::\L-‘n“wr::xtgrzl‘:;k:u: :‘:?Jhmrlr“uifﬁ"- :lllé:n’
alan! was my child, my baby wifs, and no | Uthers at dinmer to-morrow—booriah, afn't 1t? | et e (00 TaePe (00 BOW. JOT BUCH B KeORN.
a il * * * I hnve upset Thompson's work oh ¥ K llbl am. When ;ecl t rmn_uy
other can fill her pm.um Aol “‘Hamler,” haven't 17 A latter from M—— yos- nq trials I have given her, an :;m litle joy.
Had she been less chi - n:‘ - m e Bany | terday fays J— is very kindly disposed toward save In her own devotlon, =be derived from
you see 1 had raieed her alm rcm'll Oathoe | me: that he says he owes me $#00, but won't | DT mnnt:iioa with me. 1 cannotlllm"ﬂ ;}l!nk Gad
and she had grown to n-nr& n;:' a; e} pay till he and T have n talk Over matiers, removed frr It; l:a‘.g her ’rriorr_: a ’ed” mber:d
long before we marrfed—had she o;u T | ete- ete. Do you-not think that I might break perhaps, for although my fove vr; D-Tots
sedate and matronly doubtless the baby Would | ine contract obtitned when 1 was not in my | 1B my soul, yet I could never show It. I was
mare engross all my thoughts ® 5 * DULTNOWT | proner genses and let him bring sult against | €77 Coll. Indifferent. wnd even have made her

feel as though my child was dead mnd BEd- | o weep mont bitterly when, Ike a statue, I re-
wina's gweetness makes me sad mather than | e, L oaerand how the matter stands: thing | Ctived ber deep devotion. Yed It ls right, {t I8
cheerful. It over and give me your idems In reference to | Jusi- The trouble hare, forgetfulnesas, Is like o

And then hs adds, with & simplicity that | 1t I think 1 can do 11 with impunity, Some- nightmare to me: but If in the time to come I

- - C the world and
is pleintive rather than grotasque: body his oalled—Mrs. W—— probably—yes, *tis | Should, amld the excitement o
*7s had fish for dlnper; the Tompkinges are | sbe, and I must leave you for awhile, Guoodby, 1"»? a';‘g;*l:“- ceane 10 think of her. that would
3 w Dick?! [ * =3 | be :
gone—we are alone. ck! Mre. W Is upstales with baby and | "0 0 o great a burden to me. aimost,

- will sobn be down, so I must close entariad
Then with startling transition: her. Stia telld-me. Wilson § to enteflf’n | 4u her absence i, I look beck now. but only
* “~That do they pue people In the ground for? | o ot Gl M T on 8 expectel to it U ooguonally, to my youthful days, when I lost : n—
They dov'tknow. My futber pleated & PRV | 1ove to him and Lisbeth. Adien: DIl write | Y father in Just the sume manner: with the EDPWIINN BOOTEZ IN TFE EARLY SIXTIES.
but 1t wouldn't wash; would to God. Dick. | RS SL (N6 PEMIDS omsbl S Bas | ponqip loved. I ook back without u tear, with. ERQ/IZ B FFO ‘1"35;}?12}’."’-2 /Y TEHE COLLE CTION

that you and I could cultivate coffing—eh? . out & sigh, and it | difficult at this time even -
Now in the wild discord Of the MEN'S [ oiice "My things had berter be with e Srany | 10 recall his festures. Great Godi Will tis OoF COL J ALLSTON BROWIV
soul began to sound that weird note of | Lhoula be hung up during the sowmer. ever bo the cass with Mary? I lay awake last
tion which presently domiiated| The inabllity here plainly expressed to | fafiing asleey. 1 drsamed. Dot of betr as I

&ll that he thought or e percelve his own responsibility, as well as | pad hoped I would, but of Wilmon.

he wrote: his abilfty to appreciate another man's [ I thouxbt he came Into my room, pale, but | this 1s but fancy, too, Lut so It fs. If I were “ay shadow, T sball be'glad when I can reckon .

My Dear Dick: Your good long letter came | commerclial trick, is painfully chardcterjs- | well, and in the act of buitoning his vest, say- | ® poet I could tell you how I loved my bird: | this season with. the past. God bless you. tl.lmrn u?:!.ll I:hlﬂtct‘!hl ‘'orsnte in Mierse
yesterdsy. You only acknowlelge the second | o of Booth's limitations, and yet this | Ine *'Tou didn’t expect me. did yous” Y | but as it in I can onlysay I loved, and let you | Write. Lave to Dick. EDAVIN. = caly failure.
of my fettern. Did not the first reach you? 1 Indicates rather & fimidity of tempera- thought we sat and “tea’d” together, Iy he | guess bow deaply, The closing sentences of this letter A whole univerye of M,’M
g0 to town to-day for the firat time, to wnpack |y which ever caused him to shrink | ©017 1 hope so. This 18 a miserable day. Spring has not yet | oyny po ot note In th ~ | in those words, “Little jay, Save te bar
my French wardrobe: I wonder it Moltle (the | o o oo, 0T SIS o Now, 1 hope Dick will set to work and may | begun 1o write my darfing's enitaph in flawars: | go O ot SFF BF iy % the | 0Wn devotion, sbe derived i.g.';. o0~
pet name of his wife) will be present whea I is, rather than | ,meibing for Mary, It 1s sweet o know how | & cold white shroud sUll wraps eartn ano fne - The perfect poetfy of the | by, r e, Be A . : :
do 1t, and whether gbe will ike the dresses an. oblique way of looking at the mor- gseeniy she wes loved. Poelry copveyn to me Wwinds are moaniog winter's requiem. At least | MAN Was o much greater then the poetry Later | writes &
pought merely to plense her. . . - slitles. : a clearer inmight of the heart than words or 1 hops mc, for It Is timé Be was gone: and 'al- | of art; and those final llnes are the only | - Booth . m*‘ -y
Vg mzys Mra, W— is In town; I expect In the following letter he first reveals tears or protestst/@9 of soy kind. 1 suppose though the sunshine seems sadder to me now | Indications of any. effort on his part, at Continued on page five,
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